TheHifloryof 

Pnu. Whatfaift thou,miftris quickly; how doth thy hus- 
band ?L louc him well , he is an honeft: man. 

Bofl Good my Lordhcareme. 

Ta/, Prethcelet her alone and lift to me. 

P rut, Whatfaift thou lacke? 

Yal. The other nightlfella fleepe here behind the Arras' 
and had my pocket pickt, this houfe is turnde bawdy heuft* 
they pickc pockets. 

Prm. What dicfft thou lofe,Iackc.? 

F «l(- Wiltthou beleeucme, hakthree or fourcbonds of for- 
ty pound a peece.and a fealc ring ofmy grandfathers. 

Prin.h trifle, fome eight penny matter. 

Hff/?,So 1 told him my Lord,and I faid, Iheardyour Grace 
foyfo:and my Lord he fpcakesmoft vilely ofyou, like afoulc 
mouth’d man, as heis,andfaid,he would cudgell you. 

Prm. What he did not; 

Hofi. There’s neither faitbjtruth, nor womanhoodinmeels 

Yal. There’s no more faith in thee, then a ftued prune, nor 
no more truth in thee, then in a draw ne Foxejand for womans 
hood,maid Marionmay bee thedeputies wife of the ward to 
thee.Go, you thing, go. 

Hofi, Say, what thing, what thing? 

Yal. What thingJwhy.a thing to thanke God on. 

Hofi, I am nothing te thank God on ,1 would thou fhouldft 
know it, I am an honeft mans wife,8c fetting thy ICaighthoodc 
jtfide,thoti art a knaue to call me fo. 

Fa/. Setting thy womanhood afide,thou art abcafttofafo- 
therwife. 

He/?. Say, what bcaft,thou knauethou? 

Talfi. What beaft?wby,an Otter. 

V-rin. An Otter Hr Iohn’why an Otter; 

Yalfi. VVhysfhecs neither filh nor fiefli a anian knowes *of 
whereto haueher, 

H oft. Thou art an vnittftman in faying fo, thou or any roan 
knowes where to haucme,thouknaue thorn 

Prm. Thou fayeft true, Holies, and he flaundew thee meft 
grofely. 

H<fi>So he doth you, toy Lord, and faid tbit other day You 

ought 
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oiio-ht him a thoufand pound. 

Prince Sirra,doe 1 owe you a thoufand pound? 

Yal, A thoufand pound Hal? a million: thy loue is worth's 
jnillion:thou oweftme thy loue. 

Hofi. Nay, my Lord,hee cald you Iacke,andfaid hee would 
cudgell you. 

Fal. Did I,Bardoll; 

Bar. lndeede,fir lohn,you faide fo. 

f al, Y ea,if he faid my ring was copper. 

Pri.l fay tis copper:darft thou be as good as thy word now? 

Fal Why Haltthou knoweft, as thou art but aman, I dare, 
hut as thou art Prince,! feare thee,as 1 feare the roaring of the 
Lyons Whelpc. 

Yrmce And why not as the Lyon? 

Y'al. The King hitnfelfe, is to be feared as the Lyonrdoeft 
thou thinkeile feare thee,as Ifeare thy facher?nay,and I doe I 
pray God my girdle breakc. 

Pra.O,ifit fhould,how would thy guts fal about thy knees; 
but firra,ther’s nojroome for faith, truth, nor honefty,in this 
bofomeofthine,itis all fillde vppe with guttes,andmidnffe, 
Chargean honeft woman with picking thy pocketrwhy,thou 
horefonimpudentimboftrafcalijifthere were any thing in thy 
pocket, buttauerne reckonings, memorad urns of bawdy hour 
fes, and one poore peni worth of Sugar-candie tomakc thee 
long windediifthy pocketwcrcinricht with any other iniu* 
ries but thefe lama villaine$andyet you willftandto it,you 
W^not pocket vp wrong:art tho u not afhamc d/ 

ra/ Doelt thouheare,hal?thouknowftintheftateofinno 
cency, estfdam fell, & what fhouldpoore Iacke F alftalffc do in 
thedaics ofvillanie?thoufeeft,Ihauemore flefti then another 
therforemore fiaity. You confefle then y ou picktmy 

Frtn.lt apearesfobytheftor.y. ('pocket. 

Pal. Hottefte,l forgiuetliee,go make ready brcakfaft.loue 
tbyhusbandjlooketothy feruants, cherifh thy ghefts, thott 
fhalt find me traftable to any honeft rcafons rhoufeeft I am 
pacified ftill:nay,pretHee be gone. YxitHoHejfr. 

Flow Hal, to thenewes at courtfortlie robbery, lad? howis 

SflatanfYvsred?' 
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